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qwaarrrk! Raak! Raaak! Sqwaaarrrkk! No, a stray 

Pterodactyl hasn’t just unleased itself upon an 
unsuspecting present-day Earth. It’s just the terrible 
noise of that bothersome paranormal parrot. Not just 
any old ghostly bird either, for it is, in fact, the 
squawking apparitional spook Robinson Gruesome! 
Then, as you will have noticed from this week's cover, 
doorways feature greatly in our text story, Ghostman’‘s 
Knock! Is this just an ordinary door to lead you off the 
supernatural scent, or is it a portal to another 
horrifying dimension? Well, that would be telling, 
wouldn't it boys and girls! Then, amongst all the usual 
bits and pieces ... Yes! It’s Part Three of Ghostbusters 
ll — the Film! Be sure to watch out for next week's 
ghostly goody-bag because it’s the Christmas Issue, NO 
less. Yo ho ho! 
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TALK ABOUT YOU FEEL AS IF YOU COULD Xx SEE WHAT | MEAN? 
WALK FOR MILES WITHOUT HERES EGON! 
SEEING ANOTHER —— 1 


WW 
N Ov “ 
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YES, AND. wae na" ; 'EEP YOUR EYES OPEN, WINSTON, 


ASSISTANT- V'VE GOT A FEELING THAT SOME- 
FRIDAY THE ISTH! THING COULD HAPPEN AT 
ANY MOMENT! 
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WELL, THE COCONUT COCKTAIL TRY TO STAY ON SPEAKING 
1S A LOT CREAMIER THAN THE TERMS WITH REALITY! WE 
BLUE LAGOON SPECIAL, WHERE- ARE ON A DANGEROUS MISSION 
HI, RAY! AS THE CHOCOLATE BANANA WINSTON HAS DISAPPEARED, 
MADE ANY, INTER- Pp, SMOOTHY... WE COULD ALL BE IN TERRIBLE 
ESTING DISCOVERIES Vd el DANGER! YOU JUST DON'T 
Sk | SEEM To BE TAKING THINGS 
a SERIOUSLY ENOUGH! 


ON THE CONTRARY. EGON- Sa RELAX-HE’S PROBABLY 
LANNED b H AM v7 
20 VA PARTY A WHOLE LOT : 


GUARD DUTY FoR 
TONIGHT.. i MORE IF | KNEW WHERE 


YEAH,..AT WINSTON WAS! 


THE AtL-M/GHT 
BEACH BARBECUE 
PARTY! 
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Aen 


1S IT TRUE, MISTER 
SPENGLER, THAT THE 
ORIGINAL NATIVES OF 
THESE ISLANDS USED 
TO CUT PEOPLES’ 
HEADS OFF AND 
SHRINK THEMT. 


See: 
HE DIGAPPEARED OFF 
INTO THE UNDERGROWTH. 


'S GET HIM! 


BUT | THINK WE'VE 
FOUND HIS PARROT!) 
| DON'T KNOW... | 
KINDA MISS THE 
DAYS WHEN WE 


"1M SORRY, 
PETER, | WILL NOT 
STOOP TO BLASTING 

ZARROT! 


A PARI 


ERR- 
DO YOU THINK 


FANCY BEING STUCK ON A DESERT 

ISLAND ALL THOSE YEARS... 

WAITING AND WAITING FoR A 

RESCUE THAT NEVER CAME... 

NO WONDER THE CRAZY OLD 
BuzZARD'S 60 BATTY. 


| DON'T 
THINK WE 
HAD BETTER 
HANG 
AROUND! 


WINETON GONE, 
INE...THIS 


RAY GONE. 
ROBINSON GRUESOME |S. 
FULL OF TRICKS! HOWEVER 
ARE WE core TO TRAP 


1 SPY WITH 
MY LITTLE EYE. 


Lucky FoR YOu 

GRUESOME WASN'T 

AROUNP! HOW'D You 
FIND US? 


, WE'VE 
WILD PLAN COOKED 
UP FOR HIM! 


7 WELL, EGON’S 2 
SURE TAKING HIS 
Dm TIME. 


WE'RE GOING TO. 
LURE GRUESOME OUT TO- 
NIGHT WITH A FAKE RESCUE! 
EGON’S RIGGING a IMITATION 


"HE! 
LOOK AT THIS, 
Guys! 


wow! 
EGON'S REALLY, 
EXCELLEP HIMSELF 
THIS TIME! 


SIGH! OLD GRUESOME _™ 
LOOKED 60 HAPPY WHEN 
GRUESOM 
AND FR/BAY! 


WHAT CAN, 
IM 


’ é 
SAY GUYS? IM SORRY | LET 


IGS, AND | 
COULDN'T ARRANGE ANYTHING! 


| GUESS WE'LL HAVE TO 
POSTPONE THE WHOLE THING 
UNTIL TONIGHT ! 


LIKE, 
| DON'T KNOW 
WHAT TO 
TELL HIM! 


It's all very well for you to 
shudder at the thought of 
ghosts, as you sit reading 
this Guide in the comfort of 
your favourite hammock (I 
assume for the sake of 
argument that you are in 
your favourite hammock... 
if said item is in the wash, 
then forgive my presump- 
tion and use your imagina- 
tion a bit). Just think for a 
moment how much more 
ghastly the Supernatural is 
when encountered miles 
from anywhere in an iso- 
lated wilderness cut off 
from the rest of mankind 
(and no, Horengewip, | 
don’t mean Leytonstone). 
I'm talking about ghosts in 
places like desert islands, 
where there’s no place to 
run to, and no phone to call 
us from! Imagine being a 
castaway on a _ haunted 
atoll? SPOOKY! And believe 
me, it can happen! 


ONE FOOT WRONG 

Travel-weary wanderer 
Robertson Trudeau was 
more than a little peeved to 
find himself shipwrecked on 
the utterly and completely 
deserted island of ... well, 
of nothing. It was so 
remote, it hadn't even got a 
name. Trudeau searched 
around for materials tc 
build a boat with and so 
escape his solitude, but the 
island was completely bare. 
There weren't even any 
trees. All he could find was 
a sack of artichokes, three 


small feathers, a coathanger 
and a paperweight. Tru- 
deau despaired of his plan 
to build a boat. Then he 
discovered he was not alone 
on the island. There was 
somebody else there! He 
realised this the moment he 
found the footprint on the 
beach. He didn’t have any 
trouble finding the foot 
print — seeing that it was 
eighteen feet long and 
twelve feet wide, he rather 
stumbled upon it by, acci- 
dent. It's amazing just how 
many thousands of miles of 
Open ocean you can cover in 
a dinghy made of artichokes 
and a paperweight lashed 
to a coathanger frame by 
feathers. 


DESERT 
DISCS 
Doddington Pluto was pla- 


ISLAND SLIPPED 


gued for all the six years of 
his castawaydom by a ghost 
of a fellow castaway who'd 
put his back out trying to 
crawl up the beach whilst 
holding on to his eight 
records, his bible and his big 
encyclopedias. 


ONE HE MADE EARLIER 
Hobartson Ludo suffered 
from much the same pre- 
dicament as poor old 
Robertson Trudeau men- 
tioned earlier. The island he 
was washed up on was not 
only devoid of any materials 
with which to build a boat, 
but was also haunted by the 
most dreadful demons. 
Thankfully for Ludo, two 
extraordinary pieces of 
good fortune coincided on 
the third day when: 

1) the sea washed up his 
ship's cargo of nineteen 
thousand washing-up liquid 
bottles and seventy rolls of 
sticky back plastic, and 

2) Ludo had a dream about 
Blue Peter. 


A WORD FROM OUR SPON- 
SORS 

Annette Norman of the 
Ocean Consumer Depart- 
ment has just rung me up to 
point out how good the 
Pacific Ocean is, cubic foot 
by cubic foot. Whilst the 
Atlantic, she told me, had 
washed up four hundred 
castaways, the Pacific had 
managed over twice as 
many. Good old mild, green 
Pacific Ocean! 


Q. WHAT HAS EIGHT LEGS, 
A TSIM, SIX MORE LEGS, A FIN, 
SOME BONES AND AWHEEL? 


TWENORLS A REGO TRADENAMK OF KOR NAMRENTEL Mz PRODUCED THE UCR (U6 TORE. UR 
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Lurking at the bottom of every tasty 
bowl of ‘Knor» Mysteries of the Deep’ 
soup are exciting coloured pasta shapes 
for you to discover Octopuses, sharks, 
skull and crossbones.... 

Dive into your favourite flavours, 
chicken, tomato or vegetable. 
Whe knows what else is lurking 
for you down there? 
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A strange knocking on the doors of HQ! A mysterious message telling 
of an unknown fate! What could it all mean? 


It was a quiet, normal day just like any 
other at Ghostbusters HQ. Well, if three 
busted paranormal octopuses, fourteen 
para-demons in a refrigerator on 77th 
Street and a large plank of animated 
wood in Soho could be called quiet 
events, Winston shoved the Ghost Trap 
containing the still squealing octopuses 
into the Ecto Containment Chamber and 
stretched his arms, yawning. For him it 
was a very quiet day. 

"Aaaaaaaaagh!” came a shout from 
upstairs. “So much for quiet!” muttered 
Winston, sprinting up the stairs from the 
cellar two at a time. 

In Janine’s office, Peter was standing, 
stock still, staring, pale faced at a strange 
piece of green paper. An envelope had 
fallen to the floor, which even now was 
disappearing into smoke. “What is it?” 
asked Winston. “The electricity bill?” “It’s 
a death threat,” Peter replied as Egon, 
Ray and Slimer, dropped to the floor 
from the fire pole. Both Egon and Ray 
were kitted up and ready for anything, 
Proton Guns in hand. 

“&\ death threat?” said Winston. “Well, 
that's nothing new. Only last week 
Shazalbak the Utterly Underrated was 
screaming that he’d discorporate all of 
Gene 

"_ just before Egon used Tobin's Spirit 
Guide to turn him into a fire hydrant. 
Yes, | know we've had threats before,” 
stammered Peter, leaning on Janine’s 
desk. “Those were chicken feed com- 
pared with this!” 

“Someone read it out then,” said Ray. 
“Ghostbusteree! Waurnininz fobblee 
debbles ob beyonder —" 

_ “Not you, Slimer,” said Egon, taking the 
paper from Peter's hand. “Hmm. Seems 
that our Final Fate will knock on our 
door today...” 

KNOCK! KNOCK! came a hammering on 
the front door. Peter dived behind 


Janine’s desk. “You answer it, Egon,” he 
said. “You've got a way with Final 
Fates!” 

Egon strode up to the door and prepared 
to open it. Then he heard a wailing 
noise, like the sound of a thousand 
demons crying from the depths of hell. 
"Winston — isn’t it your turn to open the 
door?” Egon asked. 

“My turn? Since when did we have turns 
to open the door?!” replied Winston, 
reaching for his Proton Gun. “Well, okay 
— but someone else does it next time.” 
Carefully, quietly, Winston opened the 
small door in the main gate of Ghostbus- 
ters HQ. “About time!” snapped a red- 
faced, helmeted figure, thrusting an 
Express Mail package into his hands. “I've 
got to get my motorbike to the garage 
and you were holding me up. It sounds 
like a thousand demons wailing from the 
depths of hell!” 

“Just what | was going to say,” said Ray, 
taking the package from Winston, who 
closed the door again. “Wow! My new 
Do-It-Yourself Soldering and Tinkering 
book has arrived. |-” 

KNOCK! KNOCK! went the door, with a 
sound of twenty thousand giant beetles 
sucking straws behind it. “Your turn,” 
said Winston, thrusting Peter at the 
door. Peter carefully opened the door to 


~ find — 


“Trick or treat, mister?” said a little boy, 
holding up his hand and grinning at 
Peter through a ghost mask. “It's Decem- 
ber, pal,” snarled Peter. “I know what I'll 
treat you to if you don’t get out of 
here!” 

He slammed the door shut. 

KNOCK KNOCK! went the door. Peter 
threw it open. “I thought | told you —" 
and squealed faintly. There in front of 
him was the largest, ugliest, fire- 


breathing, ghastly smelling demon he'd 
ever seen. “I'm starting a new special day 


for monsters,” said the demon. “When / 
say ‘Trick or Treat’, it’s you who suffers 
the choice, not me!” 

“There’s not a lot of demand for new 
special days around here just now,” 
replied Peter. “We're waiting for our 
Final Fate right now. Could you come 
back on Thursday?” 

“Pathetic, soft skinned, weak-kneed 
humans!” stormed the demon. 
“Choose!” 

“How about ‘or'?” suggested Ray, help- 
fully, stepping back a few feet. 

“Ha!” said the demon. “Clever, but no 
sugar. Choose!” 

“Oh, treat then,” said Peter before 
anyone could stop him. In a flash, all four 
Ghostbusters and Slimer were in the 
middle of a windy, scorching desert three 
hundred and twenty miles from the 
nearest service station. 

“This is not my idea of a treat!” shouted 
Peter, his mouth filling with sand. 

“It is to the demon,” replied Egon. “They 
love sandy deserts. At least it isn’t our 
Final Fate though!” 

“Having Fun?” said a sand djinn, who 
just happened to be in the neighbour- 
hood. “This is my patch. If you don’t clear 
off now —" 

“You'll what?” said Peter, angrily. 

Two seconds later the Ghostbusters and 
Slimer found themselves in a giant clam 
at the bottom of the Pacific. “Big 
mouth,” moaned Ray. Peter kicked the 
shell. “Nodo thatee!” wailed Slimer, but 
it was too late. The clam started to open 
and water began to pour in, along with 
an angry water sprite with a strange 
penchant for silly hats who’d been 
sleeping nearby. 

“What a silly —" began Peter, and found 
himself face down in a snowdrift, half 
way up Mount Everest. “Brilliant, Peter,” 
said Egon. “| don’t know how you do it,” 
“It's my natural good looks and healthy 
living,” Peter replied, brushing snow off 
him and removing a large furry hand 
from his shoulder. “|! just hate the 


paranormal,” he added, looking up and 
smiling weakly at the very angry Yeti 
that started growling at him. “Present 
company excepted, of course,” he grin- 
ned, shortly before they were all trans- 
ported again from the Yeti. 

This time, the five of them were hanging 
from poles above an open fire in some 
unidentifiable land. Savages danced 
around them, wailed at Slimer and 
chanted very bad lyrics. “So that’s where 
Kylie Minogue gets her ideas from,” said 
Peter as he was prodded with a stick. 
KNOCK! KNOCK! came a familiar sound 
from a hut nearby. The savages ran 
away, squealing in terror. A large red 
blob with purple spots for its mouth and 
eyes rolled out of the tent and wandered 
slowly up to Peter. “I’m not even going 
to bother listening to your insults,” it 
said in an Oxford accent. "GO AWAY!” 
In a second, the Ghostbusters were back 
at HQ, none the worse for wear (except 
Ray had lost a boot, but there was 
nothing unusual in that). “We're back! 
We're safe!” shouted Peter, dancing 
round the room with Slimer. “But what 
about our Final Fate?” said Winston, as 
Egon picked up a note that had been slid 
under the front door. 

“Called but you were out,” he read, “Be 
back later, your Final Fate.” 

“How much later?” Ray asked. 

“With the paranormal, anything 
between four thousand years and right 
now,” Egon began. KNOCK! KNOCK! 
went the door, It swung open, omi- 
nously. “Are you going to help me with 
these groceries or not?!” exclaimed 
Janine, struggling with several shopping 
bags. “Why has Peter passed out on the 
floor?...” 


_ THE 


This Class four Free-roaming 
phantom was, unlikely as it 
may seem, the owner and 
manager of a small 
restaurant named the O.K. 
Tea Shoppe. The O.K. stood 
for his name, Oliver Knight 
and the Tea Shoppe stood for 
Tea Shoppe, for it was, in 
fact, a purveyor of 
gastronomic delights, 
catering for culinary 
sentimentalists in an Olde 
Worlde manner. 

Now Oliver had been the 
owner of a restaurant in 
England and had emigrated 
to America one hundred and 
forty years ago. Not only did 
he have the essential 
culinary credentials, the love 
of food and the desire to 
make convenience and junk 
food a thing of the past, but 
he also had an eye for a natty 
outfit. These were useless in 
the face of an attack from 
The Real Ghostbusters and 
poor Oliver was accused of 
having sub-standard Health 
and Safety arrangements in 
his kitchen. He thus 
disappeared, totally shame- 
faced, to the great cauldron 
in the sky. 
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QOEEN'T IT, DANA? THERE'S OUR 
MACHI 
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Britain's No.1 Joke Catalogue, packed with over 
500 practical jokes from 5p. 

Whoopee cushion, wobbly lager glass, Skeletons, snakes, spiders, squirt 
toilet, rotten teeth, pepper chewing gum, loaded dice, trick golf ball, sneezing/ 
itching powder, sticky ball, water bombs, luminous paint, x-ray specs, wiper 
‘specs, laxative tea bags, joke blood, sick mess, soap sweets, wet jokes, 
exploding jokes, magic tricks, party fun kits, masks, make up, sea monkeys, 
‘slime-in-a-pot, water machine-guns, posters, badges. Plus lots of pop and 
football bargains, The complete Joke Shop by post. Send second class 
‘stamp with your name and address for bumper colour catalogue and Free Gift 
to: MATCHRITE, The Funny Business (Dept. YK), 167 Winchester Road, 
Bristol, BS4.3NJ. 


DR WHO FANS 
Send a First Class Stamp for my 
latest list of Dr Who: Books, Annuals 
‘Comics and Merchandise. Also 
subscription available for latest 
Paperbacks and Hardbacks. (I will 
buy Dr Who items as well) Blakes 7 
and Avengers list also available. 
JOHN FITTON, 1, Orchard Way, 
Hensall, Nr. Goole, 

North Humberside, DN14 ORT. 


The FINAL FRONTIER 


49144 Sie Arcade Leicestr LET SFB 
20 St Nicholas Place 


speciasng in US impored comics ~ Marvel! 
‘DC et, 2000 AD, JUDGE DREDD, SF 
Fartasy, books magazines, STAR TREK & DR. 


WHO mstoral badges, annuals, postore, ROLE 
PLAYING GAMES, MINIATURES and much 
more. WHY NOT PAY US A VISIT? Gr send SAE 
for our catalogue. 

enquires io welcome 
(0539 514947) Visa & Access accepted. 
Open 9:30am-5.30pm Monday-Saturday 


American and British Comics. 


SAE (24p Stamp) for 28 page 
catalogue of 100,000 Comic- 
Books, Marvel, D.C., 2000AD. 
Also sold, plastic bags for 
comic protection. 


FORBIDDEN 
PLANET 


‘THERE'S A FORBIDDEN PLANET NEAR YOU! 
FORBIDDEN PLANET 71 NEW 
CONFORD STREET LONDON WCIA 
OG 01946179 AND 61.7962 
CHANAN STREET, GLASGOW 
(GLELW (0) 301215 


FORBIDDEN PLANET ~ 36 DAW 
SOW STREET DUBLIN 2, RELAND 
00710688 


FORBIDDEN PLANET - 24, SUN 
STREET, NEWCASTLEUPON. 
TYNE.NELIAQ 

FORBIDDEN PLANET 40 
BURLEIGH STREET CAMBRIDGE, 
‘cal 10) -a3) 64506 


FORBIDDEN PLANET -29 
SYDNEY STREET, BRIGHTON BNL 
AEP orsy69s 


FORBDOEN PLANET. — 129, 
MIDOLEWALK, BROADMARSH 
(CENTRE, NOTTINGHAM NG 7LN 
(oa s81706, 


‘CARDIFE-FORBIDOEN PLANET - 5, DUKE 
STREET, CARDIFF ZAY 


FULL MAILORDER VIATHELONDON SHOP. 
SEADIARGE SAE FOR DET 


‘COMIC MART 


Fir Maalec Genelia Weng 
‘Bate: October eh 


The Comics 
Mail Order Specialist 
GUSTIN EBBS) JUST COMICS 


2 Crossmead Avenue, 
Greenford, Middlesex 
‘UB6 STY 


These advertisements 
appear in five of Marvel's 
Top Selling comics. 
Guaranteed circulation 
is approx. 250,000. 


For further details 
please call Julie Hughes 
or Joanna Turke on:- 


01-497 2121 


THE MOVIE STORE 


‘Sendlarge SAE for our fatal Dr Who, Star 
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‘Shop open 9.30 


7pm Mon-Sat 


(CENTRE 


0692) 58471 
1MATILDASTRE'™ 
(OFF 
SHEFFIELL 
(0742) 76905, 
ions we are still 
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‘& British 
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All shops ven 5 days a week 
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telephone «\iqu.ries about goods on 
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MEGA-CITY 


18 INVERNESS ST, 

CAMDEN TOWN, LONDON NW1 

(Tum right out of Camden Town, 

Station), Inverness is first on left, off 
High Si 


Open 7 days av 
‘Over 900 59.4t. of comic: 
Fiction horror and film & ty 
London's best back-issue selection 
n Evening Standand 
FOR MAIL ORDER CATALOGUE 
Send Two 2nd Class Stamps 


k 10am-6pm 


WONDERWORLD 
803 Christchurch Road, 
Boscombe, Bournemouth, 
Dorset 
Phone: 0202 422964 


ange of MaDe, Ep 

‘on but we have THOU: 
iis Poros Avo 
vio gear Dungeons 


heffield Space Centre 
33, The Wicker, 
Sheffield S38HS 
Telephone: Sheffield 758905 
We stock alarge selection of S/F 
Fantasy paperbacks, American 
comics, Portfolios, Magazines ete 
Open Monday, Tuesday, Thursday 
Friday 10am Spm. Saturday 9am 
Closed Wednesday, SAE forlist. 


Transpennine Fairs 
RECORD AND COMIC FAIRS 
HULL, SATURDAY 6 JANUARY 
Royal Hotel, Ferensway 


LIVERPOOL, SUNDAY 21 JANUARY 
‘The Crest Hotel, Lord Nelson Street 
MANCHESTER, SATURDAY 24 FEBRUARY 
New Century Hotel, Corporation Street 


JALL EVENTS OPEN 10.30AM TO 4.00PM] 
JDETAILS TRANS-PENNINE 0532 892087 


ITING! 


Howdy there, siblings. Thanks 
for all your letters. We're 
getting snowed under here at 
HQ, but I'm answering as 
many as is humanly possible. 
That's not easy when you're 
on call to deal with all things 
inhuman twenty-four hours a 
day! 


Dear Peter... 


| have a couple of questions to 
ask you, 

1. Can ghosts write? 

2. Do ghosts eat other ghosts? 
— Ciaron Murray, Monaghan 


These are two very interesting 
points of the paranormal 
which you have raised here, 
Ciaron. 1. Ghosts most 
certainly can write and in 
several different and spooky 
ways, too. For example, they 
can write in a conventional 
way, as you or | would, only 
they tend to do it with a 
degree of supernatural style. 
Remember Vincent Van 
Splosh? Perhaps the most 
spooky way, though, is the 


phenomena whereby spirits 
write using humans by 
possession, generally known 
as ‘automatic writing’. 2. 
Cannibal ghosts? Yeuch! | 
don’t remember ever doing 
business lunch with such a 
case! 


| have some questions to ask 
you: 

1. What is your favourite 
book? 

2. What is Winston's favourite 
book? 

3. What is Ray's favourite 
book? 

4. What is Egon’s favourite 
book? 

— Neil Clements, Bristol 


Nice bit of variation there, 
Neil! 1. ‘A To Z Heavy Rock 
Almanac’. 2. ‘Wuthering 
Heights’. 3. ‘Dippy Dog Meets 
the King Bunny’. 4. ‘Tobin's 
Spirit Guide’. 


Do you like Slimer? If not, why 
don’t you bust him? Also, have 
you ever busted a vampire? 

— Julian Dean, Scunthorpe 


Haven't | heard this question 
somewhere before? Have you 
any idea the number of cruel 
and heartless people who 
have suggested such a thing to 
me? In reality, the others 
would never forgive me! We 
have busted a vampire or two 
in our careers and | can tell 
you, it wasn’t pretty. | hate the 
sight of blood! 


How did you get the 
Marshmallow Man in the 
Containment Unit? He is so 
very big. 

— Sean Colton, Trowbridge 


Ghost Writing, Marvel Comics Ltd, 13/15 Arundel Street, London WC2 
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Two answers. Firstly, Mr Stay 
Puft was only a single 
manifestation of the 
Destructor called up by Gozer. 
The actual spirit of the 
Destructor could be any size. 
Secondly, the Containment 
Unit is bigger on the inside 
than it is on the outside! 


1, Does the Proton Pack zap 
people as well as ghosts? 

2. My sister said that every 
issue's ‘Dead True!’ has given 
her nightmares! 

— Kapil Boodhoo, Hereford 


1. We thought not until ECTO- 
X, our not-so-trusty robotic 
buster decided to zap us and 
we ended up in a Ghost Trap. 
Talk about learning the hard 
way! Nowadays we try to be a 
bit more careful if people are 
around on a bust. 2. Good, 
that’s what | like to hear! A 
good scare never did anybody 
any harm! 


Please could you answer my 
questions: 

1. Do you like Janine? 

2. Do you snore? 

3. My sister says that | love you 
and | say that she loves Egon. 
She says that she loves 
Winston, however. What 
should | do? 

— Charlotte Hays, Sandiacre 


1. Of course I do! Janine is not 
only indispensable, but she is a 
wonderful person, too. 
(Underneath that hard 
exterior, that is!) 2. How 
should | know, I’m usually 
asleep when things like that 
happen! 3. If | were you, | 
would go see a qualified 
doctor. 


HOWDY DOOPEE, DAISY HI, SLIMER! SOMEONE'S 
THE DETAC- DETOC - SNATCHED A FEAST FROM 
THE PRIVATE EYE! THE FOODHALL! _4 


What do zombies have for 
breakfast? 

Brain flakes! 

— Kenneth Brown, Melrose 


Why did the bird cross the 
road? 

To get a bird’s eye view! 
— James Sia, Liverpool 


What do elephants in a Mini 
play? 

Squash! 

— Julie Nugent, Maryland 


THE SUSPECT IS SHORT, FAT, GREEN, 
SLIMY AND HAS A LONG P/NK 
TONGUE ! 


Slimer wants your 
jokes! Send’em 
to: SLIME TIME 

Marvel Comics Ltd 

13/15 Arundel Street 
London 
wc2 


What do you get if you walk 
under a cow? 

A pat on the head! 

— Graham Smith, Portsmouth 


Why did the skeleton run up a 
tree? 

Because a dog was after his 
bones! 

— Michael Reid, Saltcoats 


What goes bump in the night? 
Two ghosts having a fight! 
— Paul Hooper, Birmingham 


>: FILM SPECIAL 


> The Effects 


> The Locations } 
Everything . 
you wanted i 


to know but 
were AFRAID : 
to ask! t= 


LIN JUST 7 DAYS 


Remember the 

back in issue seventy- 
two? Well, here’s the results. Well done to 
all those who got the answers right and 
congratulations to those fifty lucky winners. 
If your luck wasn’t in this time, then try our 
next Competition! 
The correct answers were: 


Number 1 was Were Bear. 
Number 2 was Bone Bear. 
Number 3 was Count Ted. 
Number 4 was Tuten Bear. 
Number 5 was Quasi Bear. 
Number 6 was Frankie Bear. 
Number 7 was Boo Bear. 
Number 8 was Medusa Bear. 


The two made-up names were Zombie Bear 
and Witch Bear. 


The winners were: 


Cornwall. , Pre- 
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stwich. Yeadon. Bedworth. 
Brighouse. Hartlepool. 
Bradley Bulston. Larkhall. 
Aldershot. Cirencester. 
Hedon. Darlington. 
St. Helens. Torquay. 
Stirchley. Market Rasen. 
Hull. Cumaman. 
Kirkcaldy. Saltash. 
Auchterarder. 
Bridgend. Grimsby. 
Swindon. Eastleigh. 
Bangor. Thornhill. 
Burbage. Woodstock. 
Stevenston. Luton. 
Lincoln. Greenford. Gower. 
Cottenham. Leeds. 
Aberdeen. Eltham. 
Netherfield. Middlesbrough. 
Worthing. Southend-on- 
Sea. Birkenshaw. Harriet- 
sham. Stockport. Market 
Harborough. Porthill, 
Buxton. Romford. 
Clevedon. 


